Satyr

with the elcphant5 is symbol of India, but the Chinese pheaswt.
Their King is the satyr tratropan, with burned c;ir<% the cats nf A
satyr, or of Mephistophcles, ant! breast nt' blond rn! ruby all
flecked with eyes of snow, like the run, the spaful pattern or
descent of raindrops upon a \vindo\v\ so regular that ihcy scent
as if punctually and meticulously renewed, thrown ,irul spat lerim^
burning like the fire of frost in the incredible, thr nun ill crhn^m
of his chest Besides, there is the glory of his wattle, a stratagem
of colours hidden for the greater time by the softer plumes ni his
throat and neck and only displayed during his courting. This in
an Incredible mantling of reds and blues, being of different com-
plication in the case of every individual bml, as though it \vcrc
his own particular heraldry t and possessing a variety of pattern
to which a whole study could be devoted in itself. But, JH well,
for that was in the far mountains, \ve must think of the world
of men and women, relating this person of whom we ate speaking
to her environment.

So distant and remote is that,, we only #et, at our be|*i?mim%
the scent of the jasmine. And stranger sounds come in with the
crisping of the petals. We go by canal, along the water roads.
There are innumerable fishermen, who can count on catching
nothing. The country slopes, gently,, to the green tea fields.
There are pagodas on rocky islands, quincetrc'es, mulberries,
and the lyehees growing, like perfumed acorns or pomander^
on their millenary branches. And, now, we have music. Flutes
are playing; there arc drums and conches. Ox carts,, tlut are
painted carriages with awnings, creak past. We come to lotus
pools- The rose of their gardens is the paeony, wind blown, awl
with flowers that hang* thornlcss, on their broader icaves* The
pacoay has no wood; there is no rosewood, no gnarling of the
stem. It is the lotus on land, of no more substance than the louw,
And they have peach and cherry tree that arc, now, in leaf* Bui;
the gingko climbs in the stone court* high above the* galleries.
It is as delicate as a trecfern, dappled and speckled with somewhat
of the planetree, and is their Ilex, their lime avenue, being in
sign of antiquity and calm, always grown in their temple court*
and before their palaces.

The gittgko, to which belong as many images as to the Hex
or the cypress, is colour parent* or key motif, to the living
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